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	1. A Normal Tuesday

**WARNING**: Major spoilers for the Flash TV show ahead!

Now that that's out of the way…

Disclaimer: I do not own any of the Flash characters, but I do own my OC. He'll show up pretty quickly.

* * *

><p>It has been over two years since that day and already so much has changed. The least of which being he finally found a way to go faster. Who would have thought that after all this time, the one man he had sworn he would capture… the man in yellow, the Reverse Flash, Eobard Thawne… He was the key. Barry had traveled back through time so that he could learn. His trip didn't turn out as he expected. He was attacked by something called a Time Wraith, apparently. Creatures whose sole purpose is to stop the time stream from being tampered with. Of course, this led to the wraith attempting to hunt down and kill Barry Allen. To restore what he had changed.<p>

Barry's thoughts once again drifted to his wayward trip through time. It wasn't the first trip he had taken and he figured it wouldn't be the last. He was more or less forbidden from doing it again by all of his friends at STAR Labs, but he knew they couldn't stop him if he really wanted to do it again. He grimaced. He had been thinking along those lines too often lately. About the imperceptibly slim chance he might turn against his friends. Who would be there to stop him? Jay was dead… Well, more specifically they had THOUGHT he was dead. Turns out he was Zoom the whole time. Cisco no longer had the cold gun- that was stolen long ago- nor had he bothered to manufacture another one. And Wells and Caitlin, while smart, would stand no chance should he suddenly snap.

He could still remember the time he had been attacked by Rainbow Raider. Was that still his name? Barry had lost track. Anyway, he hated that he had been at the mercy of his worst emotions. Anger, jealousy, fear. They had been lucky enough to not have run into any malicious meta-humans with mind powers, but Barry figured it was only a matter of time. He was distracted from his thoughts by his communicator beeping in his ears.

"Yeah?" He responded to his friend's call.

"So I know you're busy doing your whole sulking thing again, but we got a problem."

Barry rolled his eyes at Cisco's tactless warning.

"What is it this time?"

"The temperature just dropped thirty degrees in a matter of seconds on the south side of the city. Looks like it's coming from a chemical plant."

"You think it's Snart?" Barry asked.

He knew it wasn't. The Arrow- also known as Oliver Queen to his friends- had informed him of the special mission Snart had apparently been sent on. But for all intents and purposes, Barry had to keep up appearances, even around his closest friends.

"I don't think so… This building is miles from any local bank or jewelry store-"

Barry grew worried at the sudden pause.

"You alright, Cisco?"

"Barry, I think you'd better prepare yourself for a meta with ice powers!" He said suddenly.

Barry's forehead creased in confusion as he hastily started making his way towards the south end of Central City.

"Why do you think that?"

"That chemical plant was specializing in liquid nitrogen and- get this- it shut down just over two years ago."

"The day the particle accelerator exploded."

It was clear they had come to the same conclusion.

"Be careful, Barry. Your suit might have a handy heating function but I don't think it will work as well with liquid nitrogen!"

"I'll keep my distance until I can find out what's going on." Barry assured him.

He received a small 'thank you' mere moments before he arrived at his destination. He looked around for a moment, slightly surprised. The place had certainly been abandoned but it looked as though it had been that way for far longer than two years.

"You sure I'm in the right place?"

"No doubt. These infrared scans don't lie and right now there's a HUGE blue and black circle in that building."

Barry just nodded to himself and ran through the front doors. He expected to be attacked at any moment but found the first floor to be empty. He did notice, however, the distinct drop in temperature and the layer of frost covering the room. He decided to investigate a little more. He ran around the first floor, careful not to slip on any ice patches, but came up with very little. As Cisco said, it had been a chemical plant. What chemicals were stored here- besides liquid nitrogen- was impossible to tell. They had either been moved or had since evaporated. He spotted a staircase leading down into the basement of the facility.

"I found a staircase leading down." He reported.

There was static for a moment before Cisco responded.

"That's weird…based on these schematics there should only be one floor."

As Barry approached the stairs, the temperature dropped again and he begin to shiver. Not just at the cold, but the sight before him. The stairs were constructed completely out of ice!

"That's because there is. These stairs are actually MADE of ice and I'd bet good money I'll find our culprit at the bottom."

"Hold your horses there. You've got no traction on ice! If something goes wrong, you can't run."

Barry frowned. Cisco was right, but he needed to find out what was down there. He looked around for a moment before an idea came to him. He suddenly ran out of the building, heading back into the city. Moments later, a hockey rink attendant was greeted by a sudden gust of wind, one of his pairs of skates missing, and several dollars on the counter. Barry was smiling wickedly as he arrived back at the ice sculpture staircase.

"Why did you just go to a hockey rink?" Cisco asked.

Barry didn't reply as he laced on his skates and took the first step onto the ice. He smiled. He hadn't done this since he was a kid.

"Please tell me you're not doing what I think you're doing…" Caitlin's voice suddenly cut in.

His smile widened and he wished they could see it.

"Cisco said I couldn't run on ice so I found an alternative."

He heard a tired sigh of resignation before she spoke again.

"Try not to hurt yourself too badly, okay?"

"I only promise to try."

And then he was off. Although he was years out of practice, it was almost as easy as riding a bike. He quickly came to the conclusion he needed to work on stopping as he slid to the bottom of the stairs and far further than he meant to. He nearly crashed into the far wall before he regained control and managed to stop himself.

"What did I just say?!" She chastised him.

Again, he grinned, and by her tone of voice he could tell she knew.

"Don't worry, I'm fine. But I don't see anyone down here." He reported.

It was actually kind of nice, he mused, if it weren't so COLD. Despite yet another dramatic dip in temperature, whoever had been here had beautifully sculpted the walls and floor. He found himself smiling slightly at the sight of sculpted chairs, a table, even a makeshift bookcase.

"Whoever was here it certainly looks like they made themselves comfortable. Or at least as comfortable as they could be considering it's twenty below."

"What do you see?" Cisco cut back in.

Barry looked around once more.

"It's like a normal bedroom except it's made of ice. I can actually see a sculpted bed. How weird is that?"

There was silence on the other end for a minute before Caitlin spoke up.

"There's no one in there with you?"

He shook his head before realizing he had to speak.

"Not right now, no, but somebody had to make this."

A few minutes later, Caitlin came up with a result.

"His name is Victor Frost…slightly ironic. Apparently, he died in a work-related accident just over two years ago."

Barry frowned as he looked around.

"I don't think he died that night."

"Neither do I. On the report, it says he was only eighteen- poor kid- when he was at the workplace and 'accidentally' fell into an open vat of liquid nitrogen."

Barry noticed her change in tone on a certain word.

"It wasn't an accident?"

"Foul play was suspected but there was no way to prove it." She replied.

Barry nodded his head.

"Well it certainly looks like I found where he's been hiding."

At that moment, he heard a large metal door grinding open from the floor above and he stiffened.

"And it sounds like I might be meeting him very soon…"

* * *

><p>Good? Bad? Great? Terrible? Let me know! :)<p> 


	2. Frozen Much?

So for my first chapter, I got a request to make the meta-human Barry is about to meet a "bad meta". From this point on, I will take the viewer's "vote" into account on what they wish to see or what they want to happen next. :) So without further ado...

**Disclaimer**: I own nothing except my OC(s).

* * *

><p>"Barry, you NEED to get out of there! We don't know what you're dealing with!" Caitlin's voice crackled over his communication device.<p>

He was touched by her concern but she should know by now that he could take care of himself.

"Exactly! The best way to learn more about a meta is to encounter them directly." He argued.

"Have you forgotten what happened the last time you underestimated someone with cryokinesis?!"

He grimaced. He would never forget. Somebody died that night. One of Joe's coworkers at the CCPD.

"That's why I'm doing this," he said quietly, "so something like that doesn't happen again."

There was silence on the other end for a few moments before her voice crackled to life again, filled with worry and concern.

"Just make sure it doesn't happen to you, okay?"

He smiled and nodded to himself as Cisco cut in.

"Yeah man, you'll kick yourself if you manage to give yourself ANOTHER injury due to frostbite… And I think I just came up with a name for our new meta."

He heard footsteps from the floor above as they slowly approached the staircase and started to descend.

"That will have to wait, Cisco. I've got company." He said quickly before falling silent.

He watched in apprehension as the mysterious figure easily walked down the slippery staircase. There was no doubt they had done it before. He was about to dash across the ice towards his opponent when the figure came into view. He hesitated and stood up straight in surprise at the normal looking young man that had appeared. The man was carrying a bag of groceries, which he quickly dropped and let out a gasp upon seeing The Flash.

"W-wh-what are you doing here?" The man chattered, though Barry couldn't tell if it was because of the temperature or because he was nervous.

Barry quickly decided to answer his question with another question.

"Are you Victor?"

The young man hesitated for only a moment before nodding.

"A-are you here t-to take me away?" He asked, clearly fearful.

Now it was Barry's turn to falter. Technically he was, but he wasn't about to say that.

"I'm here to help you." He decided to say.

Victor frowned and gave him a disbelieving look.

"Y-yeah right. Just like those army people wh-who wanted to 'help' me."

"What army people?" '_Could it be General Eiling?' _Barry wondered.

Victor shook his head vehemently.

"No, no. Can't say. They'll k-k-kill me!"

Barry frowned at that. These circumstances were achingly familiar.

"It's okay. You're safe now." Barry said calmly, approaching him as slowly as possible.

Victor shook his head again.

"No, no! Go away!" He yelled. "Get away from me!"

Barry stopped in his tracks as a chilling wind blew past him and began to encircle Victor at an alarming rate. His powers were starting to manifest! He approached Victor quickly and attempted to calm him down.

"Victor, it's alright! I can help you!" He yelled but he could hardly hear himself over the howling wind.

Snow began to form in the frigid air and the ice around Victor began to encase his legs, followed quickly by his torso and arms. He locked eyes with Barry and muttered one word as his eyes glowed an icy blue.

"Run."

Barry wanted to stay but he knew there was nothing he could do. If Victor was anything like Firestorm, he was about to unleash a deadly blast in the enclosed area. He hesitated for only a moment before leaping into action, skating past Victor and up the stairs at an astonishing speed. He removed his skates in an instant, leaving them at the top of the stairs and running from the building as fast as he could. He looked back to watch as the building was frozen in several layers of ice, which were immediately shattered by an explosion of icy wind. He grimaced, facing forward once more and running back to S.T.A.R labs with a new purpose: find out what happened to Victor and, if possible, help him like they had helped Firestorm.

* * *

><p>"Are you certain?"<p>

Barry nodded at Caitlin as she paced around the room, clearly deep in thought.

"Positive. Aside from the fact he can create and control ice and snow, he acted EXACTLY like Firestorm."

"Which means Victor isn't our only problem." She concluded, giving Barry a pointed look.

Barry nodded at her and turned to Cisco.

"What have you found?"

"Not much yet, but I'm narrowing down our list of suspects." He replied, keeping his eyes focused on the screen and typing rapidly on the keyboard.

Caitlin let out an audible sigh and crossed her arms, walking past Barry and giving him a subtle nod. She was signaling that she wanted to talk with him… Alone. Barry cleared his throat and returned her nod, following her out of the room. Cisco was too engrossed in his work to pay them any mind.

"What's the matter?" Barry asked once they had walked a fair distance away.

She remained silent for a moment, content to just walk with him through the empty halls. Eventually, she spoke.

"It's happening again, Barry."

He didn't need to ask what she meant. Despite what she told everyone, he knew she was still hurting from the loss of her fiancée, Ronnie Raymond. He had been surprised when she had come to him to express her doubts and fears- not just about Ronnie but Jay as well and, most surprisingly, himself.

"I feel like every time I open up to someone… Every time I start to REALLY care… They're taken away from me."

He stepped closer and draped his arm across her shoulders, giving her a reassuring squeeze as she sighed once again. She stopped suddenly and turned to him, wrapping her arms around his torso and burying her head in his chest. He stayed silent as she cried, rubbing her back in what he hoped was a comforting gesture. He never was any good at comforting emotional women but he supposed he must be doing SOMETHING right, because within a few minutes her sobs had subsided into hiccups and sniffles.

"Feeling better?" he asked, smiling gently down at her.

She simply nodded against him, not yet wanting to leave the warmth and comfort she felt at being in his arms. She didn't stay long, however, pushing away from him slightly and wiping away her few unshed tears.

"I'm sorry that you have to see me like this." She apologized.

He shook his head and chuckled.

"Don't worry about it. You know I'll always be here if you ever need me."

Her smile was strained as her fears returned for a moment. She managed to push them away and realized her smile had become more genuine. At that exact moment, Cisco's voice echoed throughout the facility.

"Hey guys, I think you should see this."

That's all he said. Barry smiled and held out a hand towards Caitlin.

"Care for a lift?"

She hesitated only slightly as she reached out towards him.

"If I get sick, I'm blaming you."

His smile only grew as he snatched her up bridal style, arriving back with Cisco in a matter of seconds. He set her down, missing her light blush as Cisco spoke to them.

"Turns out Vic has a sister. Or HAD to be more accurate. I'll give you one guess as to when she 'died'."

Barry and Caitlin exchanged a glance. They both knew exactly when: just over two years ago.

"What's her name?" Barry asked.

"You're never going to believe this… Her name is Kelly Frost." Cisco replied.

* * *

><p>As promised, I am hosting a little vote of sorts for what YOU think the meta's name should be. :)<p>

Don't like either? Feel free to suggest names!


End file.
